TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
" I am afraid that we have lost many of the noble
customs which were associated with drinking," the
Master observed, and sighed sentimentally. I hope
that he won't break out with, " Fasolt, you dirty
brute !" or some such friendly epithet.
" In all the centuries since history began we know
of no woman who could be said with any approach to
the truth to have rivalled her as a poet, so Strabo
says. And I like to think that she was not above
permitting her brother to persuade her to take a glass
or two. * Just try this, a little Lesbian/ " said the
Doctor, dramatising his idea. " Then after a few
glasses she could say, ' Up, my lute divine and make
thyself a thing of speech/ And they sang till dawn.
It is extraordinary when we consider the freedom of
refined women as early as the sixth century."
"Particularly when we think that they lived so
close to Asia. Why, even at the present time there
is no such freedom, no such use of the night. Of
course, I am not forgetting the excellence of their
climate," Mahafly said; "no such freedom, no such
freedom at all."
" Our friend here would cure that by Home Rule,"
said the Master, indicating me.
It was a shame. I saw the whole thing now. My
suspicions were well-founded. He had promised that
he would get the Vice-Provost " to talk to me " so
that I would be cured of being cupdus rerum no^arum^
as Mahaffy would say. And he did say it the very
next minute.
" So you are cupidus rerum novarum* my good
friend?"                                                      y *
It was more embarrassing to be his good friend, for
I would be expected not to disappoint his confidence
in me. It is a damned shame for the Master to let
me in for this.
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